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First o f a new feature by an international diplomat, 
who, in his world travels, constantly meets outstand­
ing personalities, some of whom he will be introduc­
ing to B.S.B. readers.
OF men who are willing to sacrifice everything for their fatherland, in time of need, no country has lack: but rare indeed is the man 
who, while neutral and free from any pressure, will 
risk everything—a happy and beautiful home, great 
possessions and even life itself, solely to fight for 
an ideal.
Such a man is Satvet Lufti Tozan, a Turk of 
Bosnian origin, who has been interned, imprisoned 
and condemned to death.
Mr. Tozan was one of the richest men in Turkey. 
His position gave him special facilities. Through 
his contacts, Tozan was able to save Belgrade from 
being wiped out.
So important were his services that he was 
honoured by the King of England.
“His motive,” runs the citation of his O.B.E., 
“in collaborating with the British has been purely 
idealistic, and although his material losses have 
been considerable, he cheerfully regards them as a 
contribution toward the Allied war effort.”
Religion Behind Iron Curtain
I met this man in Istanbul, when one of the 
newspapers telephoned me at the Pera Palace, 
where I was staying, and asked if I would be free to 
lunch with one of the most influential men in 
Turkey. I joined Mr. and Mrs. Tozan at their 
beautiful home facing the Bosphorus. We found 
we were both close friends of the Greek Patriarch 
of Istanbul, and that we had much in common.
Recently, while Mr. Tozan was visiting London, 
I again met him at the Ritz.
I found since we last met that this unusual gentle­
man, although a Moslem, has taken an active part 
in Christian affairs, and that in all his undertakings 
he shows a definitely Christlike spirit.
Mr. Tozan had recently brought the greetings of 
the Greek Patriarch, and a gift from him to the 
Serbian Patriarch in Belgrade—a Moslem acting as 
liaison between two great Christian leaders !
Questioning Tozan about affairs in Communist 
countries, he informed me that in Belgrade 
during Holy Week the bells of the churches 
were ringing all day, and there were long 
queues in front of the churches, with the police on 
hand because of the crowds. Tozan told me that in
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dictator countries the people’s need of religion is 
greater than the need of food.
One of Mr. Tozan’s ambitions is to bring Yugo­
slavia in closer touch with the West. I enquired how 
it had been possible for him to save Belgrade from 
annihilation. He told me that while he was in 
Bucharest in 1941 he met two pro-German Turkish 
generals whom Hitler had invited to inspect the 
Russian front. Tozan gave them a dinner at the 
Turkish Embassy.
One of the officers, learning that Tozan was by 
origin Bosniak, assumed that he must hate the 
Serbs of Belgrade, and told Tozan what he con­
sidered would be good news for him. This was that 
Hitler, angered at the strength of the resistance in 
Yugoslavia, had resolved to annihilate Belgrade, to 
wipe the city off the map by a colossal aerial 
bombardment.
Shocked, Tozan lost no time in informing the 
Yugoslav, British and American ambassadors. As 
a consequence, two days later Mr. Churchill issued 
his famous broadcast, warning the Nazis that if 
they perpetrated that fearful crime upon Belgrade, 
the British would give the identical medicine to 
Berlin. America issued a similar warning. There is 
no doubt that these two warnings, occasioned by
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Daily Prayer Union Feature
A Walled Garden
TUCKED away in the Song of Solomon, one of the books of the Bible that we seldom read, is a phrase which is unusually suggestive of 
the nature and character of the Christian experience. 
There the Bridegroom speaks concerning the Bride 
and likens her to a “ garden enclosed,” a walled 
garden.
If we accept the spiritual interpretation of the 
book that Christ is the Bridegroom speaking of 
the Church, of the Christian, as the bride, then 
we get this very lovely picture of the Christian life 
as being like a “ walled garden.”
The relationship in the book is the relationship 
of love and so I want to suggest to you three very 
simple but lovely thoughts concerning the Christian 
life and experience that we are meant to know.
First of all there is the privacy from observation 
that love can enjoy in such a garden. We must all 
have known what it is to see a walled garden. We 
might be out for a walk along the road bounded 
by a high wall or a thick hedge, then, coming to a 
gate, we find that the wall has concealed a lovely 
garden. At the gate we catch just a glimpse of it, 
just the beginning of the stretch of lawn, of the 
flower beds, just a promise of so much more that 
lies beyond.
The Gardener
Surely there is here a thought of the inwardness 
of the Christian experience. Just as the gardener 
moves about the garden unseen and unobserved, 
so too would Christ live in the heart and life of 
the Christian.
The essence of the Christian experience is not 
that I go into a special kind of building called a 
Church on certain days, but that I come to possess 
in my own life the very life of Christ by the Holy 
Spirit, and by virtue of that possession receive not 
only the person of Christ but also all that He 
Himself has achieved for me by His life and 
death and resurrection. The pardon of my sins 
made possible through His death upon the Cross, 
the power and resources of His own risen life now 
made my own by His presence in my heart and 
life, and the promise and certainty of a life beyond 
the grave.
Do you remember the words of Paul, “ I live yet 
no longer I but Christ liveth in me.” Yes the 
Christian life is like a walled garden indeed and 
within the privacy of my own soul there lives and 
moves the Gardener of my heart.
But there is another thought here; the thought 
of the variety o f occupations that love will find in 
such a garden. How differently the gardener comes 
to the garden, and how differently Christ will come 
to me. Now it is with the spade biting deeply into 
the soil and turning it over; and so too the Christ 
comes and disturbs and changes the setting of our 
lives.
Now He comes with fresh seed with all the 
promise in it of fruit, of flower and fragrance to 
come. So too would Christ plant in my life the 
seed of His own Word and truth, as I read it 
myself, and as I listen to it in the services of the 
Church.
Now the gar ener comes to gather the accumula­
tion of rubbish, to burn and destroy; and so too 
the Christ. There is often so much in my life that 
is unsightly, ugly and bad.
Hospitality
Now the gardener’s hand tenderly binds a 
weakling growth to a strong stake, and Christ too 
would seek to strengthen my life. Now it is with 
the keen cutting edge of the knife to prune the 
growth.
Yes, Christ will come differently to my life. I 
must expect it and welcome it. But not only do I 
think how differently the gardener comes to the 
garden, but also how constantly he is to be found 
there. So it is with the Christ. If ever you come 
across a lovely garden you know that someone 
is always working there, always found there.
If ever you come across a radiant Christian life, 
rich in fruitfulness, lovely with the beauty of a 
Christlike life, you can be quite certain that that 
Christian knows something of the abiding presence 
of the Christ. Their Christian experience is not a 
matter of an hour in a building once a week, it is 
the living presence of the living Christ in their 
hearts all through the days, through every week, 
through every month, through all the years. It is 
the abiding presence of the Christ that secures 
the abundant profusion and loveliness of flower, 
of fragrance, of life.
There is however just one other thought that 
comes to me as I think of the Christian life as 
being like a “ walled garden ” and it is this.
There is the thought of the hospitality to others 
that love can dispense in such a garden. Have you 
ever been invited to a home where there is such a 
garden, or it may even be that you possess such a 
garden yourself. You know what the experience 
of the visitor is. On arrival you are taken round 
the garden to admire it, then comes tea, and after 
tea, what happens? Usually you are taken to the 
garden a second time but with a different purpose.
This time, you are taken not to admire but to
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